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of late. It'was close at hand, there was seldom
anyone there of a morning, and if someone did come
they were not noticed, sitting in a corner and
talking.

To-day their conversation was to be of great
importance, for on the previous evening Bird was
to have handed in his resignation to Porteous. As
she hurried along the few yards to the church she
worried as a mother might worry about her child.
Jim was so gentle and small and Porteous was such a
bully. She thought of Miss Camilla Porteous and
her visit.

She saw herself standing at her Jim's side and
joining in a by no means dignified battle. She
could hold her own with Camilla very thoroughly
if it came to it.

The rain had ceased and a gauzy sun gave an
azure light to houses and trees. No one was about.
She entered the ugly little church and found Jim
Bird waiting for her. She saw at once that he had
some very serious news.

They went to their accustomed place in the corner
of the side-aisle behind the pulpit. An old woman
was kneeling on the altar-steps scrubbing.

' What is it, Jim?' Elizabeth asked. ' What's
happened?'

' Terrible things. Elizabeth, youVe got to be
brave/

Her hand trembled in his,

* No.    Not about us.    Except that we must be
married as soon as ever we can/

* You spoke to Mr. Porteous?'
' Oh yes, of course.'

1 What did he say?'